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" I've only seen her once/' he added, " and then she was
dressed."
" Fm not jealous, Michael."
6 No,' he thought, ' I wish to heaven you were ! '
The words : " A young man called Butterfill to see you,
sir," were like the turning of a key in a cell door.
In the hall the young man " called Butterfill" was
engaged in staring at Ting-a-ling.
' Judging by his eyes,' thought Michael, c he's more of a
dog than that little Djinn !'
" Come up to my study," he said, " it's cold down here.
My father-in-law tells me you want a job."
" Yes, sir," said the young man, following up the stairs.
" Take a pew," said Michael; " and a cigarette. Now
then ! I know all about the turmoil. From your mous-
tache, you were in the war, I suppose, like me ? As between
fellow-sufferers : Is your story O.K. ? "
" God's truth, sir ; I only wish it wasn't. I'd nothing
to gain and everything to lose. I'd have done better to
hold my tongue. It's his word against mine, and here I
am in the street. That was my first job since the war, so
I can whistle for a reference."
" Wife and two children, I think ? "
" Yes, and I've put them in the cart for the sake of my
conscience ! It's the last time I'll do that, I know. What
did it matter to me, whether the Society was cheated ? My
wife's quite right, I was a fool, sir."
" Probably," said Michael. " Do you know anything
about books' ? "
" Yes, sir;   I'm a good book-keeper."
" Holy Moses ! Our job is getting rid of them. My firm
are publishers. We were thinking of putting on an extra
traveller. Is your tongue persuasive ? "
The young man smiled wanly.